CHAPTER SEVEN
A   SOLDIER   IN   FRANCE
King George V had never encouraged friendships with
his kinsmen in the Courts of Europe. Visits to his German
cousins had always been chill and formal, and, although the
King was always fond of the Tsar, he had little sympathy
with the habits of Court life in Russia. He used to tell a story
of one of his cousins—Princess Helena Victoria—when she
was on a visit to Russia. At the end of a reception, she was
standing near the door of a palace when she saw a servant
hurry up to a Grand Duchess and tell her that her coachman
had been frozen to death while waiting on the box of her
carriage. Princess Helena Victoria heard the Grand Duchess
say, "But how am I to get home?'*
Such stories only increased the gap between the British Court
and the European relationships that had been so important to
Queen Victoria.
Like his father, the Prince of Wales was essentially British,
in his thought, and emotions. When he crossed to France to
join his regiment, nothing mattered to him but his own adven-
ture and the valour of his father's people.
Up to this time King George and Queen Mary had not
suffered anxiety from having any member of their family in
danger from the enemy. Now they were one with the thousands
of parents whose sons were at the war. The Prince went to
France under the personal direction of Lord Cavan, to whom
the King said no more than, "I want you to look after him."
Lord Cavan's task was not easy, for the Prince threw himself
into his new life with so much energy that those who watched
him were continuously alarmed. Sir Charles Munro has written
of a morning when he was told, rather early, that the Prince
was missing; that he had left for the front trenches with his
old company of Grenadiers, without permission. The General
followed, in his car.
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